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Guess Who's Coming to Dinner 


The following is a work of fiction The author does not state or imply the events happened or could ever 


happen. No harm, disrespect or impeachment is intended. It's only for fun, folks! 
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My fork screeched as | pushed it around my plate. Flick. Three little green balls rolled to the side. Some were 
dented. Some were flat. Some were wrinkled. And some were perfectly round. 


Peas. 

When was the last time I'd had peas for dimer? Was | ten? Eleven? Nine? 

"Oh my, ya need more than that," Mrs. Ellefson said, adjusting bifocal glasses on her nose. 
She took another heaping spoonful and dumped it on my plate. A few rolled onto the table. 


"Oh no, ya don't have any carrots, do ya? Ya need carrots for healthy eyesight. Ya don't want to be like me 


and hafta wear glasses, do ya?" 
"I wear contacts, Mrs. Ellie. I'm not really a peas and carrots kind of guy.” 


"Oh poo. Here's some carrots anyway. | would hate for your mother to find out ya weren't getting your daily 


allowance of vitamin A." 

| peered across the table at Junior, who was stifling a grin He made a little snort sound as he chewed his food. 
| tried to kick him but my foot only met with air. | looked up at Mrs. Ellefson and managed the best smile | 
could. 

"| can assure you, it's not my vitamin A intake my mother's worried about" 


"Now, now, Dave. Even grown men like you need their vitamins." 


My fork flicked at a buttered baby carrot. It bashed into a mound of green peas, causing a few more 
stragglers to abdicate to the flowered vinyl-covered table top. 


Junior addressed me mid-chew. "C'mon, man, a little bit of vegetables won't kill you." 

| looked to Mrs. Ellefson, who smiled broadly under her cap of silver curls. Poor thing, she had the same broad 
nose as Junior, rosy cheeks, and sparkly grey eyes. | wanted to snarl at her and throw my plate in her face, 
but fuck, lim not that mean. 

"Oh my goodness. Ya don't have a drink, do ya? Here, let me get it" 

My eyes swam around the room, watching her scurry back and forth underneath a sea of family photos hung 
in staggered waves on the rose patterned wallpaper. | don't know why | agreed to this. If I'd known having dinner 
at the Ellefson's was going to be complete hell, | wouldn't have agreed to it. 

"Here ya go. That should round out the four basic food groups." 


Milk. 


She brought me a glass of milk. Christ, was this the fucking Cleavers? Were Wally and the Beave going to 
shuffle in through the kitchen door any minute now? 


"Dave? You haven't touched your meatloaf." 


"Um..yeah. I'm getting to it, Mrs. E" 


NNNNNNNN NNN 


"Now, that's a good boy!" Junior smiled, patting me on the back "You cleaned your plate. Mom will let you have 


some pie when it's time for dessert." 

"Great." 

We walked into the living room as Mrs. Ellefson cleared the table. | looked around for a seat that wasn't 
covered in plastic, but there were none. My choices were two petite antique chairs with little dainty skirts and 
fragile knobby wooden arms, or the cream colored couch with dozens of little lace covered pillows. | decided it 
was best to wrestle with the pillows. At least | didn't have to worry about breaking the couch. 

"So what do we do know?" | asked, trying to get comfortable. 

| wanted to cross my legs, but the antique coffee table in front of me was too close. 


"| don't know," Junior smirked, rubbing his stomach. "Take a nap?" 


"David!" Mrs. Ellefson snapped, coming from the kitchen. "Napping? No, no, no. That's not how we entertain our 


guests. Where's your manners?" 


"Yeah, where's your manners?" | chided, tapping the head on the bull dog figurine that was perched on the side 
table to my left. It nodded its head up and down in response. 


"Oh!" Mrs. Ellefson jumped. "Oh! Oh! | got it!" 

"What?" 

"Scrabble!" 

| shook my head. 

"That would be great!" Junior laughed, flopping onto the couch beside me, causing a squeak. 
He turned to me with an enthusiastic smile. 

"No." 

"Oh, Dave? Why not?" 

"No. | don't like Scrabble. Count me out" 

"Cimon" 


"No. 


He leaned over, whispering in my ear. "C'mon, man, it'd make her night. Scrabble is Mom's favorite game." 

| took a deep breath. Fuck! "Eh, Alright.” 

"Oh, goody, goody!" 

Mrs. Ellefson made little tiny claps as she exited the living room. In a puff of Aqua Net hairspray and White 
Shoulders perfume, she was back with the brown and white, tattered box. The game had obviously been well 


used, 


"David, his father, and | used to play this every Thursday night when he was growing up. No, Thursday was 
bowling. Scrabble was Wednesday's wasn't it, David?" 


"Yep. Parcheesi was Tuesday and Yhatzee was Mondays." 

"Sounds like you guys played a lot of board games." 

"Well, we bowled..that wasn't a board game." 

My eyes shifted to Junior as he settled himself on the floor at the head of the coffee table. No wonder he's 
so white bread and mashed potatoes. Shit. | could go for some white bread and mashed potatoes right about 
now. 

"Okay, | think we should let our guest of honor select his tiles first" 

Guest of honor. Me. That's me. 

| selected my tiles and put them in the little wooden tray. | had to hunch way down with my chest practically 
to my knees. Fuck, | shouldn't have worn such tight jeans. All the peas and carrots | ate made me gassy and 
bloated My stomach hurt. 

"Dave, you get to set your word out first.” 

| looked at Mrs. Ellefson and did my best to keep my lip from snarling. Why was | being tortured like this? | 
knew I'd done some bad things in my life, but was this really necessary? Well, | figured if they were going to 
make me suffer, | was going to have Junior for company. Yeah, misery loves company. | sat my tiles out in a 
neat little vertical row. 


Junior gasped. "Oh, man! Dave!" 


| looked at him with my most evil grin 


“Analease?" Mrs. Ellefson wrinkled up her nose. "Don't cha mean ‘analyze’? A-N-A-L-Y-Z-€" 


"Oh! Is that how you spell that?" | feigned surprise. "Oh, | guess what | really spelled was ANAL EASE. What 
kind of word is that? Man, that looks pretty bad, doesn't it?" 


Junior pinched my calf underneath the coffee table and furrowed his thick eyebrows. Yeah, this was going to 
be fun. 


"P-E-A-V-Y" 

"Peavy?" My eyes squinted. My lip curled. "You couldn't think of anything better than Peavy?" 
Junior shrugged. "It's fifty points. Hey, it's better than analyze." 

"No, it's not" 

"Yes, it is." 

‘Oh, now, boys. No one's word is better than the other. It's just a game." 

| watched Mrs. Ellefson place her tiles in a horizontal row, connecting to my word. 
A-N-0-R-A-K 

"Anorak? Good word, Mom." 


"Thanks, Dear. You're turn again, Dave." 


| looked at my tiles, biting my lip. What word? What can | put out there to shock the tidy whities off little Mr. 


Wonder Bread? Hmmmmm. Carefully, | selected my tiles and laid them out, connecting Mrs. E's word. 
"Rimming? I've never heard of that. Is that some fancy musician terminology?" 

| smiled at her and nodded. 

"Really? What exactly is rimming?" 

| turned to Junior. "Do you want to explain it?" 

His face was red and his lips were pursed. | guessed not. 


"No? You want me to explain it? Okay." My face turned back to Mrs. E. "It's when one musician bends over and 


the other-" 


"Uh, helps him take the rims off the drums. You know, the silver rings that hold the drum head on the 


drums? Those are rims." 


"Really?" Mrs. Ellefson nodded, staring at Junior, pushing her glasses up her nose. "I didn't know that. Rimming, 
huh?" 


| couldn't keep from laughing. It was so weird to hear her say it. 


"Rimming? Rimming? So which one of ya does that? Doesn't Nick play drums? Which one of ya rims with 
Nick?" 


| tried to hold it back, but the laugh came out anyway as a snort. 

"Marty," Junior whined, biting his lip. "Marty rims with Nick" 

"Really? Marty and Nick rim together, do they?" 

‘Oh yeah," | chortled. “All the time. We actually have to limit them to how often they do it" 
"You can rim too much?" she asked, perplexed. 

"Oh yeah, absolutely." 

"What happens if you rim too much?" 

Junior thudded his head on top of the coffee table. 

"You wear out your..your.." 

Suddenly he recovered. "You wear out your rimming tools." 

“There's rimming tools?" 

| flicked my tongue out at Junior. He punched my leg. 

"David? Don't hit Dave! That's not a very nice thing to do at alll What's gotten into you?" 
He shook his head nervously. Yeah, | had him sweating bullets now. 

"Alright, Junior," | said, nudging his shoulder. "Your turn" 


| watched as he nervously tapped his fingers on the table. | could tell I'd really set him off ease. This was 


starting to get pretty funny. Hey, | might even do this again 

K-I-N-K 

Alright! Junior was getting into the action too! Now we were talking! 

"Oh, oh, | gotta good one," Mrs. Ellefson chimed in. 

She laid down a ‘Y' on the end. 

"Mom" 

"Well, that boosted my word count! Your forty points and then an extra ten. That's fifty points for one tile. 
"You go with your bad self, Mrs. E" 

"Why, thank you, Dave." 


| shuffled through my tiles trying to come up with something good. The only thing | could come up with was 
‘pickle’. It wasn't all that great, but at least Junior knew what | was talking about. 


"Heh, pickle.” 

"Oh, | just love those little sweet ones," Mrs. Ellefson chimed. "Gherkins. | love gherkins." 
My eyes shifted to the side. "Yeah, me too” 

Junior didn't look at me, but he smiled. Then he placed his tiles out 

L-U-B-E 

Mrs. Ellefson squinted 

"Lube?" | snickered 

Junior nodded 

"Does this have to do with instruments too?" Mrs. Ellefson asked 

Together, Junior and | answered. "Yes 


"Hmmm, | definitely seem to be at a loss since | don't know all that fancy terminology.’ 


"That's alright," | said, patting her thin little osteoporosis shoulder. "You're doing pretty good without it 
When | shifted my eyes to Junior, he had the most irresistible look on his face. It was a combination of pride 
and appreciation | liked that look. That look always made me feel warm inside. No, dinner with the Ellefson's 
wasn't all that bad, especially since | was getting to stay the night too. 

HUMMEL 

| almost chocked when she put that out. "Hummer?" 

"Oh, lordy me, no. Hummel. You know those little figurines made by the German nun" 

"Those over there," Junior smirked, pointing at the display case. 

Disappointed, | sighed. "Oh." 


"Your turn" 


For awhile, things got pretty heated. | don't really remember who put down what. Actually, it's not too hard to 


figure it out when you just read the words. 


Unzip. Suck Marinate. Lick Stroke. Broil. Pierce. Poke. Fry. Tease. Bite. Bake. Straddle. Mount. Sautee. Blow. Seed. 


Grease. Hump. Finger. Flour. 

"You do a lot of cooking, don't you, Mrs. E" 

"Why yes, Dave, | do. How did you guess?" 

"Hmm. It's kind of obvious, really." 

Hmm" 

Hmm" 

"Well, | think | should just turn in You young fellas have worn me out." 
‘Oh no," | smiled. "Not yet. It's so early." 

Junior gripped my calf under the coffee table and squeezed. 

"Good night, Mom," he said, jumping up to kiss her cheek. 


Oh, if only she knew where her son's mouth would be later tonight. 


"Good night, Dear." 

"Good night, Mrs. E" 

"Good night, Dave. | sure hope we didn't scare you off with our small town amusements.” 
"No, no. This was a nice change of pace." 

"You'll have to come again real soon" 


As she rounded the corner to her bedroom, | flung my arm over Junior's shoulder and murmured. "Oh, | plan 


to Mrs. E. | plan on coming real soon" 


Calling Dr Love 
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| felt my left eyebrow arch as | heard the sound of Mrs. Ellefson's bedroom door shut. Slowly, | turned 


towards Junior. 

"Hey, man..no...no..not in my parents’ house." 

| cocked my leg out and crossed my arms over my chest. He shook his head. 
"Dave..no." 

My lips pursed. My eyes rolled up and | let a heavy sigh. 

"Shit, can you imagine what would happen if my mom caught you..and me..us..2" 


He was smiling like he was trying to convince himself it was a bad idea. | never had bad ideas. My ideas were 
always top notch. He should've known that by now. 


"Dave," he whispered, "sounds carry in my house. Trust me, she'd hear us." 


Another heavy sigh escaped through my nostrils. He could sense my disappointment seeping into the air around 
him. 


"She'd have a fucking stroke, man. It was bad enough when she caught me porking a chick from high school 


when | was seventeen. If she thought you..and |..were..oh no, we can't" 


| knew he knew that | knew we were going to do it. | always got my way. He knew that. Why should this night 


have been any different? 


He shook his head, a strand of tawny hair slipping in front of his eyes. Funny, they seemed more green now 
than brown. His eyes always tripped me out..changing colors like that. 


"Dave-" 


"Okay, okay, Junior. We won't do anything. I'll respect the sanctity of your mom and dad's house." 


His brow furrowed, probably because he didn't believe me. | liked to think it was because he wanted me to try 


harder to persuade him. 

| feigned a yawn, patting my mouth. "Why don't we turn in? That heavy meal made me tired." 

Bull shit. All that those vegetables and meatloaf did was spike my energy level. | didn't want to sleep. | wanted 
to tear up some bed sheets. At the very least, | wanted a blow job, but even that probably wasn't going 
satisfy my hunger. 

"Really?" he asked, eyebrows pulling in over his sharp, prominent nose. 

| nodded. 

"Well, okay then. Let me show you to the bedroom." 


"Yeah, you do that, Junior," | sifted under my breath. 


| followed him down a hall that was spattered with more family photos. | almost tripped over the little 
dachshund, Gigi, as she scurried on her short little legs behind him. She yipped. 


"Dude, watch my dog." 

"Sorry" 

Then a light switched on. | followed Junior into a bedroom. Immediately, | saw a poster of Farah Fawcett, the 
one where she's wearing a red one-piece bathing suit. Then | saw a Rush poster, and one of Ozzy, and finally a 
large one of KISS. 

"Um." | squinted my eyes. "Let me guess..this was your boyhood bedroom." 

He smiled, turning to me, his hands on his hips. "Yeah. Pretty cool, isn’t it?" 


"| guess so." 


| looked around at the student desk and chair in one corner, a little TV resting on top of it. In another corner 


was a really shitty bass resting in a stand. | could see why he left that one here. 


When my eyes drifted across the room, | saw it. | couldn't keep my lip from turning up at one side. My heart 
stuttered and thumped hard in my chest. | felt a tightening in my lower abdomen. My flesh hardened and 
pressed against the already tight denim. 


"What?" 

| looked at Junior. His face was pursed up, that thick bottom lip pushing out. | liked it when he pouted. 
"What?" | asked. "What do you mean, what?" 

"You're laughing." 

"No I'm not" 

‘No, but you want to." 

Surprisingly enough, | really didn't. | was amused but in a different way. | smirked. "Bunk beds." 

"Yeah," he huffed out. "So?" 

| bit my lip and shifted my eyes to him. "Who's taking the bottom?" 

"Um, | guess you can, if you want" 

"| think I'd rather sleep on top. | get claustrophobic in cramped spaces." 

| began unbuttoning my shirt. | did it slowly, achingly so. | hoped | could provoke him into just ripping it off, but 
| guess the nerves were still working on his libido. Funny how that works. When he's nervous, he doesn't want 
it, but me, when he's nervous, | want it even more. 

"Do you want a t-shirt or something to sleep in?" he asked, opening a drawer on his dresser. 

When | didn't answer, he looked over his shoulder. | shook my head. 

"Shorts? You want some shorts?" 

Again | shook my head. 

"So, what? Are you going to sleep naked?" 

| nodded. 

"Aw man, c'mon. What happens if there's a fire and we have to leave in a hurry?" 


| chuckled. "Junior, you're so fucking nervous. Calm your ass down. There's not going to be any fires or 


anything.” 


| sat down in the bottom bunk to untie my tennis shoes. | watched him as he nervously began to undress. His 
eyes kept bouncing from me to the floor..to me..to the floor..to me..to the floor. He was completely naked for 
a second. | could see a slight stirring in his loins, not hardness, but not completely limp either. Maybe | was 
getting somewhere. Then he quickly stepped into a pair of boxers. 


re you sure you aonT want some snorTs® 
"Are you sure you don't want some shorts?" 


"Yes, Junior, l'm sure." 


Completely naked, | climbed the little stairs to the top bunk. | hunched over to pull the blankets back and 
slithered in Junior switched on a lamp and then killed the overhead light. 


'| can't believe we're already going to sleep. It's only ten thirty.’ 


| rolled to my stomach and watched him pace around his room. He flipped through a stack of old LP records 
and then pulled one out. 


"Hey man, let's listen to this." 
He turned the cover to me. 
"KISS..great." 


Junior pulled the vinyl disc out and placed it on a turntable sitting on top of his bureau. Carefully, he moved 
the needle over. It thumped and skidded when he laid it down. 


~| know..a thing or two..about her~ 
"Strutter". Hmmm, now that brings back some memories. 


Junior picked up the old, beat up bass from the corner and drew himself into the loop of its strap. | watched 
him for awhile, clutching the pillow up under my chin. Fuck he was turning me on. Naked. Well, he looked naked. 
The guitar was covering up his boxers. Every once in a while he'd stop headbanging to look up at me and smile. 
| felt like | was getting my own personal show..a peep show..all for me. My dick twitched and swelled underneath 
me. | crooked my leg to raise the side of my hip. The pressure was getting painful. No way was | going to sleep 
without some release now. Something was going to have to give, and it wasn't going to me..okay, well, | was 


going to be giving something, and Junior was going to be the one getting it. 
~She looked good. She looked hotter than hell. ~ 


Something about old KISS made me feel like a teenager again. Watching Junior parade around the room in his 
skivvies made me feel like a naughty one. Naughty teenage Dave never took no for an answer. Okay, naughty 


adult Dave didn't either. What the fuck was | waiting for? | pulled the covers back and slithered out of bed 


onto the ladder. Junior was too busy headbanging to notice. | walked up to him. He was in rock and roll stance, 
his legs spread wide apart. Man, | wanted to get myself in between them. When the song ended, he noticed | 
was beside him. 

"Holy shit!" he gasped, slightly jumping back. "You fucking scared me." 

His eyes lowered to my waist, and the needy flesh that was protruding off me. | could feel it elongating still, 
moving towards him. My dick was like an ass-divining rod. It twitched and stretched even closer to him. Fuck, 
yes, | know. Right there. Juicy ass, right there. | know. 

"Fuck, Dave. We agreed-" 

"I know," | whispered, edging closer, "but you dancing around like that just set me off. | couldn't help it" 

He shook his head. "No, Dave." 


"Let's just play around a little. Please. Look what you did to me." 


| don't know if he heard me, because another song started. This time it was "Calling Dr. Love". | smiled and 
began mouthing the words. 


"You need my love, baby, oh so bad." 

| laid one hand on the neck of his guitar. The other yanked the strap over his head. He just stood there, still, 
quiet, his eyes never leaving mine. When | finally got the guitar off him, | noticed his divining rod was working 
too. | smirked. That part of him was always easily won over. 

"Don't" 

| think that's what he said. I'm pretty good at reading lips. You have to be when you've got plugs in your ears 
most the time. | liked the way his lips mouthed that. They puckered a little just before the bottom jaw 
dropped, showing a bit of his lower teeth. 


"And even though I'm full of sin.In the end you'll let me in." 


He smirked and rolled his eyes when | sang that. It was true. He knew it. | was going to get my way with him. | 


always did. 

After | laid his guitar against the desk, | slipped my hand into his shorts. The flesh jumped and hardened in my 
grasp. His eyes where glittery and half-lidded as his head tilted back. Weak. He was already too weak to put up 
a fight. | won. 


| edged closer to him and let my cock butt up against his hip. Fuck | was hard. Just the friction against the 


brushed cotton of his shorts might give me release, but | wanted much more than that. | pulled off his boxers 


and pushed him towards the bed 

~So if you please get on your knees. ~ 

| pointed towards the floor. He shook his head, 

What's this? | thought he'd given up already. He was telling me no now? 


| laughed and moved closer to him. He leaned against the wooden bed frame, wrapping his hands in the slat of 


the top bunk's guard rail. 
"Oh, fuck, Junior. That's so fucking sexy." 


| doubt he heard me. His eyes were closed and his tongue was licking his bottom lip. | caught him off guard and 


bit it. His head banged against the wood. 
“Turn around." 


My breath was so hot, | felt it bounce off his ear and spray back against my face. He nudged up against me, 
causing me to step backwards as he followed my order. | grabbed both his hands and placed them up on the 
bunk's guard rail again. My touch slid down his arms, over his shoulders, his back When my hands got to that 
juicy ass, they pivoted to cup the cheeks. Smooth, muscular, tight, quivering cheeks. | think they wanted me 
inside them as much as | wanted to get into them. He was so made for me..so made to have me inside him. | 
wasn't going to give him what he wanted just yet. He still needed to be teased. He still needed to be driven to 
the brink of insanity. | loved making him crazy. 


My left knee popped as | lowered down. | put my mouth to his hip, raked my teeth over his skin When | looked 
up, he was peering down at me from underneath his up-stretched arm. He was resting his forehead on his 


flexed bicep. 

~Baby, | know what your problem is. ~ 

| grabbed a hold of his hips and began kneading his flesh. | could already feel him softening for me, yielding, like 
clay warming in my hands. | was ready to mold him, bend him to my desires. Yet still, | wanted him feverish, 
like he'd made me. | wanted him to beg me to take him. | wanted him to scream out and wake the dead. And | 


knew what | needed to do to get him there. 


My thumbs traced the lower curves of his buttocks, meeting in the middle. | spread him for me. His body was 
tensing again. | looked up and saw him bang his head against the bed frame. 


~The first step of the cure is..a kiss. ~ 


| flicked my tongue out, first just tracing the curve of his ass cheeks, the right side then the left. His hips 
tilted back, wanting me where | wanted to be, but that was too easy. | wasn't going to zero in on it. He was 
going to have to do better than that. | scraped my teeth on the flesh | had pinched in my hand. Again he 
knocked his head against the bed frame. 


"C'mon," he hissed. "C'mon" 


| poked my tongue below it. Then slide my tongue up, just to the edge of it. Then | touched my tongue just 
above it. He swiveled his hips back even further, pushing his ass to my face. | leaned back. 


"Dave." 


| smiled to myself. | loved it when he was like this. He was at the point now where he would do anything to get 
my tongue on his asshole. His hand reached around and clutched a fistful of my hair. He wanted to force me 


to do it, but | liked the tugging feeling. | liked a little bit of pain. | knew he did too, so | slapped his ass hard. 
"Fuck, Dave!" 


He turned his head over his shoulder and | could see the want in his eyes. They seemed blue now, sparkly and 
pleading. He bit his lip. 


"Do it," he whined. 


| grinned at him, opened my mouth, and buried it between his cheeks. My tongue found the little pucker. As | 
licked and lapped at it, it tightened and pulsed. | pressed into him hard, gaining some access, then drew back His 
hips seemed to be on a string tied to my mouth. As | pulled away, his hips followed me. | pressed to him and 


pulled away again, laughing at my power. 


With his cheeks spread, | looked at my prize. His skin was glossy now from my spit. Slick. | pushed my tongue 
to him again and | could feel him opening. Suck. | sucked the spit off him and then pushed it back out. God he 
was wet. If | hadn't known any better, I'd thought he was producing the wetness himself. But then again, the 
sight of his ass always made my mouth water. It was like a sick trick of Pavlov's dog. Show me Junior's ass 


and | salivated. 

"Ahhh, Dave," he hissed. "Fuck... Fuck me... Fuck me, Dave." 

| reached around to take his cock in my hand and | could feel the wetness of semen dripping from the tip. 
Okay, so | was making him wet, just on the other end. He was ready now. He was my little wet whore begging 
to be fucked. He was practically trembling in my hands. 


"Oh shit, Dave. Put something in me." 


| got to my feet, keeping my hands on his ass. | let my fingertip brush against the pucker. Like a reactive 


spasm, his hips jumped. When it slid over it again, he banged his head against the bed. 

Please, Dave. | can't take it anymore." 

| splayed his cheeks harder this time. Without warning | pushed my cock into him. He let out a yelp. 

"Hah...you said you wanted me to put something in you." 

His face turned to the side and his eyes tried to see me, but | was too close to the back of his head. My nose 
was in his hair, breathing him in. God he felt good, so tight on my cock. | really do think his ass wetted for me 
because | slid fairly easily in and out of him. | let my strokes be long and slow, relishing the grooves of his 
flesh gliding over mine. 

"Oh god, fuck me, Dave." 

His head banged against the bed frame again and then he pushed his hips back to force me in deeper. 

"Faster... Harder.” 

Well, certainly, there were some moments when | aimed to please. This was one of them. 

"Tell me, Junior. Tell me what you want me to do." 


His voice was thick now, deep. "Oh god, fuck me!" 


Again he banged his head against the bed frame. Damn, | hoped that wouldn't leave a mark. | figured | better 
save him from himself. I'd better give him what he wanted so he wouldn't bust up that pretty face of his. 


| brought my hands up to the top bunk and clutched the railing, our fists side by side. | was flat against him, 
him against the bed frame. | pulled my hips back and drove into him, pulled back and pushed deeper. With each 
thrust, our breaths forced out in huffs. | could feel the heated air on my arms. | wanted to cum so bad. His 
hot, wet, quivering ass was pinching on my cock, trying to pull it even further in. | almost wished | could just 
crawl all the way up inside him. Maybe that sounded sick, a man wishing he could be sucked up into another 
man's asshole, but you'd have to understand how good it felt. | loved that asshole. That asshole had given me 
years of immense pleasure. No woman had ever made me feel that way. Something about the fact that Id 
been the one to break Junior in, | guess. | knew | owned his ass. He knew his ass owned my cock. A perfect pair 


we were, neither one of us afraid to show our true colors when we were alone. 

| pulled my cock all the way out this time, and when | went to go back in, his ass was still open, waiting for me. 
Fuck that was hot. | loved that, and apparently he did too, because the next time | did it, he stiffened and 
pressed back. He cried out and then slammed his head against the bunk bed again. 


"You want me to cum?" | breathed. "You want me to cum inside you?" 


He nodded his head the best he could as it laid against the bed frame. 

| placed my hands on top of his and pumped frantically into him. The bed creaked in protest as we shook it. 
Maybe it was the fourth thrust, maybe it was the third, but it didn't take long to shoot my rocket off. A cry 
involuntarily escaped me as it did. | hated that, hated the way | sounded when | came, like a weak puppy being 
kicked to the side. That was always the sound that brought me back into my body, my consciousness, or shall | 
say, self-consciousness. 

After | caught my breath, | pulled out and threw myself down onto the lower bunk. Junior stood there for a 
moment, then turned to shut the record player off. | watched him slip back into his boxers and then closed 
my eyes. 


"Hey, man. Put these on" 


| felt a light piece of fabric hit my chest. A pair of boxers. | drew my knees up one leg at a time and then 
lifted my hips to slip them on. Suddenly, my stomach growled. 


‘lam so goddamned hungry." 
"Yeah, veggies digest pretty quickly. You wanna see what Mom's got in the fridge." 


| followed Junior through the darkened house into the kitchen When we got there, Mrs. E was sitting at the 


table eating a slice of pie. Nervously, Junior and | glanced at each other. 
"What are you doing up, Mom?" 


"Hmmm, | couldn't sleep with all that racket coming from your room. | came in to ask ya to turn it down but it 


seemed Dave was checking ya for hemorrhoids or something.” 
Simultaneously, Junior's and my mouth fell open. 


"Really, son, if ya have problems with your buttocks, ya should see a proctologist instead of calling Dr. Love." 
Smiling, Mrs. E put a forkful of pie into her mouth. While she was chewing, she looked at me, and then winked. 


